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with Mr, Cathcart, and I only came in contact with Mr. Kcan for a moment in one act, I was as usual frightened half out of my life, and as I stood in the entrance ready to go on, Mr. Kean smilingly caught my fingers as he was passing me, but their icy coldness brought him to a stand-still. 4* Why, why! bless my soul, what's the matter? this— this is not nervousness, is it?" he stammered.
I nodded my head, " Oh, good Lord! " he cried. " I say, Cathcart, here's a go —this poor child can't even open her mouth now—"
I tried to tell him I should be all right soon, but there was no time. The word of entrance came, and a cue takes the pas even in presence of a star. I went on, and as my lines were delivered clearly and distinctly, I saw the relieved face of Mr, Kean peering at us, and when Mr. Cathcart (who enacted my soldierly lover) gave me a sounding kiss upon the cheek as he embraced me in farewell, we plainly heard the old gentleman exclaim: " Well, well, really now, James, upon" my word, you anr coming on!" and Mr, Cathcart'» broad shoulders shook with laughter rather than grief as lie rushed from me.
When, later on, Mr. Kean took my hand to give it in betrothal to my lover, lie found it so burning hot as to attract his attention.
Next night I did not play at all, but came to look on, and being'invited to the dressing-room. Mr. Kean suddenly asked me: " Who are you, child ? "
" No one/* I promptly answered.
He laughed a little and nudged his Ellen, then went on: ** I mean ~ who are your people ?f*
" I have none/1 I said, then quickly corrected, ** except my mother.*'
** Ah, yen, yea, that's what we want to get at — who is that mother? for I recognize an inherited talent here — a natural grace and ease, impossible for one so young to acquire by any amount of effort."
1 was a bit confused — I hesitated,   Mrs, Kean " Were both of your parents actors, child?"